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Elspeth (MAT, Theology & the Arts,
2nd yr) has shamelessly taken 3 major 
themes from Todd Johnson's 
Performing the Sacred and used them in 
her article. You should read the book.
Except for permutations of her name, 
the only nickname Cynthia (MAT, 
Theology & the Arts, 2nd yr) has ever 
had is “Becky." When asked why, the 
person who gave her this name said, 
“You just look like a Becky." Huh?
Susan (MAT, 1st yr) was a TV writer for 
15 years until God stepped in and saved 
her. Due to seminary-induced 
exhaustion she is currently rethinking 










“Often people are troubled by the answers they 
get when inquiring about the meaning o f life. I 
believe that this is because, in the first place, 
they do not fully understand the question they 
are asking. Ifs  42, o f course.” 
wordsinbloodlikeflowers.blogspot.com
Jadyn (MDiv, WTA Emph, 3rd yr) is a 
transfer student from TX. '‘There's more 
than one answer to these questions/pointing me 
in  crooked line/The less I  seek my source fo r some 
definitivc/The clo serI am to fin e." Finally.
You can find M ichael's first album Prodigal 
Hope on iTunes. He is a 2nd year MAT, 








The SEMI is published weekly as a 
service to the Fuller community by 
the Office of Student Affairs at Fuller 
Theological Seminary. Articles and 
commentaries do not necessarily reflect 
the views of the Fuller administration or 
the SEMI.
Letters to the Editor:
The SEMI welcomes brief responses to 
articles and commentaries on issues 
relevant to the Fuller community. All 
submissions must include the author's 
name and contact information and are 
subject to editing.
Free Fuller Announcements:
Submitted to semi@fuller.edu or 
dropped off at the SEMI Office on the 
3nd floor of Kreyssler Hall above the 
Catalyst. 35 words or less.
A dvertisemen ts:
Notices for events not directly 
sponsored by a Fuller department, 
office, or organization can be submitted 
to semi@ fuller.edu. Email us to receive 










By Jan ay Garrick
create, pause, create, pause.
At a hole-in-the-wall art boutique in San 
Luis Obispo I bought two hand-shaped, 
clay mugs, each mug etched with one 
simple phrase: "create." and "pause."
Those mugs changed my life. I began 
to drink from them as a reminderto 
"pause" and in taking those pauses, I 
remembered that we are created to 
create. I scratched out poetry in my 
moleskin journal. I colored with crayolas.
WE’VE GOT
THE OTHER MALE POV
By Kyle Shevlin
I am a new student at Fuller. One of many. One 
of many men. One of many single men.
That being said, I was ashamed by the 
portrayal of single men at Fuller presented in 
the recent issue Dating and M ating: A Male 
POV. While I respect the willingness of my 
fellow single brothers to write about their 
dating beliefs, there was a significant portion 
of us not represented. And though I hesitate 
to be a spokesperson for an alternative 
"Male POV," I am compelled to try and 
articulate what was left unsaid, to speak for 
a voice unspoken, and hopefully inspire and 
encourage the bachelors of our community.
To begin with, I agree with the writers in 
Dating and M ating on one thing: Dating is 
awkward at Fuller. However, I vastly disagree 
with their reasons why it is awkward. While 
the writers lay blame upon a gamut of culprits, 
from "dating labels" to verbal blunders, I 
believe there is primarily one reason why 
dating is awkward at seminary. Namely, that 
men are not being men. We are forsaking 
our sacred responsibilities of courage and 
leadership, and instead are donning the non­
virtues of cowardice and confusion. In the 
process, we damage ourselves and the women 
we pursue.
Now, I say "we" because I am one of us. I 
cannot exclude myself from this. I confess 
that I have committed these sins and work to 
repent from them. What I write comes from 
the experience of my own shortcomings as 
a man and the process that God is doing to 
redeem me from such disgraces.
Brothers, we have a mandate to be leaders of 
our families (Ephesians 5 & 6) and if we even 
remotely wish to one day do this, it makes 
sense that we should practice the qualities of 
fatherhood and husbandry with those whom 
we seek to be our girlfriends and hopefully our 
future spouses. This means that we must have 
the courage to be clear about our Intentions. 
Even before we date.
Ask any woman on campus how much stress 
they go through when a guy says, "Let's get 
coffee sometime."
I am quite serious about this. "Let's get coffee" 
can mean a thousand different things. In one 
Instance, it simply means, "Let's get coffee."
In another instance, it is a guise that veils the 
man's true intentions. The statement should 
truly be heard, “Let's get coffee... because I 
want to go on a date with you but I fear your 
rejection so I will hide my real reasons behind 
the pleasant taste of a soy mocha latte."
It is easy to place the burden of interpretation 
on the one receiving the message, but if we 
are becoming the men we are meant to be 
then the burden is rightly placed on us to be as 
clear as possible with our messages. We have 
convinced ourselves that we are doing women 
a service when we suggest a social meeting 
without the label of a "date," but truthfully 
we do harm to them because we cause them 
to commit the sin of worrying. If we have the 
courage to say, "Let's go on a date," there 
is no confusion about what your intentions 
are and that goes a long way to eliminating 
awkwardness.
To perhaps put it a bit more crudely, if you 
don't have the courage to clearly ask a woman 
out on a date, do you really deserve to date 
that woman?
I napped on green grass and recognized 
a God who creates, everyday, through his 
community. As we move into finals week 
and toward the Christmas break, may 
the campus créatives among us remind us 
that we are all artists and creators. ■
But gentlemen, let me offer some 
encouragement though, too. Believe it or 
not (and you should ask your trusted female 
friends about this), within reason, most 
women will not turn you down if you ask them 
out on a date. For those who are single here 
at Fuller, I would suggest that most of us do 
not assume that God's gift to us is "singleness" 
(1 Corinthians 7). In some capacity, many of 
us are hopeful about potentially meeting the 
one we will one day wed. This is a good thing, 
because It means that people are gracious and 
willing to give someone a try. That being said, 
the burden is not on trying to prove yourself 
worthy of a d a te - but worthy of a second 
one. Guys, take initiative and plan a fun date. 
You will be exercising leadership, proving that 
you have what it takes to be a good future 
boyfriend/husband, and give yourself the best 
shot of winning the heart of the woman you 
are after.
I am no authority on dating, and who could 
be? It is a phenomenon of recent human 
invention. I only know what experience has 
shown me; and while the Scriptures do not say 
much about dating, we still have a standard 
to live up to and a God to honor and worship 
with our dating lives. To honor Him, we 
must honor each other and we do this best 
when we are who we are meant to be. For us 
men, that means we must leave behind our 
lingering adolescence. While we possess the 
accoutrements of grown masculinity, we are 
lacking in the moral aptitude necessary to 
use such things properly. However, there is 
hope and redemption and it can be found in 
something as simple as being clear about our 
intentions. May God make us worthy of such a 
challenge. ■
Artw ork by Aaron Moore.
THE SCREEN TRA\D§*
BY SUSAN CRIDLAND WICK
'Y o u  gotta hide me, Baby!! 
Those creeps I fingered 
in the drug bust want me 
wasted!!!!"... I wrote that. I 
did. The only thing worse 
than that line is that I wrote 
it in a script for primetime
in a script to take roughly the 
same amount of space on 
a page as the good line you 
intended to put in later. Prob 
was, I forgot to rewrite it.
The script got shot the next 
day and come Sunday night, I
ofTV from the time I was like, 
three until I was like fourteen 
when I decided I liked 3D boys 
better than 2D black and 
white Gilligan or Alex Keaton 
in "living color." My mother 
was always screaming: "Turn
surgery.
I was a genre "fence sitter" 
which meant that I was 
qualified, according to 
whoever, to write any TV 
genre. See, in the world of
Turns out I d id  rot my brain - hence my career choice - and ruined 
my eyes. So, I became a TV writer and made tons of money off my
rotted brain and could afford LASIK surgery.
TV. The only thing worse 
than that is, it actually went 
on TV! In my defense, I never 
intended for it to assault 
twenty-eight million ears on 
a Sunday night. I had just 
written a “page eater." It's 
what we called a line you put
wanted to shoot myself.
I was a big, fat (phat) network 
TV staff writer/producer for 
15 years until, thankfully, God 
turned up with other plans. 
When I was a kid I watched 
what I figure totaled about 
seventy-five thousand hours
that thing off. You'll rot your 
brain and ruin your eyes!" 
Turns out, I did rot my brain 
- hence my career choice - 
and ruined my eyes. So, I 
became a TV writer and made 
tons of money off my rotted 
brain and could afford LASIK
primetime TV staff writing, 
you are pigeon-holed as 
being a comedy, drama, or 
nighttime soap writer. No 
one goes back and forth. 
Except me. I started my 
career writing an episode of 
"Married... With Children"
004
and ended it writing "Touched 
by an Angel." In between I wrote 
“Evening Shade," (I was the only 
chick on staff in a room full of 
Jewish guys so I loved wearing 
little plaid Catholic school-girl 
skirts), “Homefront," "Models, 
Inc.,'' (stupid show, but they 
backed the money truck up my 
driveway so, you know...) and a 
bunch of other shows I forget. I 
got fired once for being a better 
writer than the other writers 
on the staff. I got fired once 
for being too thin. I got fired 
off an Andrew Dice Clay show 
for trying to make the scripts 
adaptable to his monosyllabic, 
scenery chewing bad acting.
This was where I felt my career/ 
life was over. After all, in 
Hollywood you're only as good 
as the last thing you sucked at. 
Getting fired off an Andrew Dice 
Clay show? Really? Even my 
ginormous ego couldn't convince 
me I shouldn't go to dental 
hygiene school. Then...
I get this call from my dear friend 
Martha Williamson who was 
the Executive Producer (show 
runner) and heavy pencil (head 
writer) of "Touched By An Angel." 
It was 10:30 in the morning after 
I got fired by He-who-must- 
not-be-named. I was curled up 
on the couch with a bottle of 
tequila. The call went something 
like this... "Hi, Honey, it's Martha. 
What are you doing?" "I'm 
drunk," says I. "It's 10:30 in the 
morning, Dear." "Soooooooo? I 
got fired and quit the business."
"I know. Everybody's talking 
about it." Perfect. I slug back 
more tequila. "Come work for 
meeeee!" She says as though 
being adorable would get me off 
my couch. "No." I curtly say. "I 
don't like your show and don't 
like you as a boss." "Oh. Okay. 
Anyway, God told me we'd work 
together again and I want to 
so, come on, get your stuff and 
come to my office. Just write one 
teeny script then you can leave 
if you want." I got offthe couch, 
might have brushed my teeth 
but I doubt it, found a desk, put 
my stuff in it and didn't take it 
out for six years. Those were the
best years of my career and 
will doubtless rank in the best 
years of my life.
Show business is grueling. 
Writers put in fourteen-hour 
days. For every job you get 
there are literally -  I'm not 
exaggerating -  roughly ten 
thousand writers ready to 
take it from you. You could 
write A Tale o f Two Cities 
and no one will compliment 
you or thank you. If you 
write even a little badly, 
you'll be eviscerated by your 
bosses, your fellow staff, 
the production company, 
the network and your agent
-  not to mention the other 
people who run you. It takes 
a minimum of three people to 
run one writer and they all get 
a financial piece of you.This 
is not a career for the faint 
of heart or the thin-skinned. 
Every season you're hired on a 
staff you know could be your 
last.
"You gotta hide me, Baby!! 
Those creeps I fingered 
in the drug bust want me 
wasted!!!!"... I wish I had all 
the stomach lining I lost in 
those years. Nevertheless,
I will never disrespect them 
because they formed my
character. I wrote good 
words. I carried them with me 
in my little head and people 
wanted to pay a lot of money 
for them. I loved that. I don't 
need to tell a school full of 
grad school students that 
in your professional life, the 
most important thing you can 
do for yourself is make sure 
that your avocation is your 
vocation. When I was little, 
there was a character, Sally, 
on the Dick Van Dyke show. 
She was a woman TV writer. 
From my earliest years, I 
dreamed that one day I would 
grow up and be Sally. And 









reaches inattentive ears, it is the 
listener who suffers. Music becomes 
one more brick in the sonic wall 
that dulls our attentiveness and our 
ability to be prayerfully aware of our 
own lives.
And on top of all this sound, music 
is constantly present. We hear 
it while we're doing homework, 
standing in elevators, driving cars, 
while sleeping, while we wait on 
the phone, and even while we shop 
for groceries (I'm not ‘Walking in 
Memphis;' I'm walking down the 
cereal aisle thank you very much). 
As Barry Taylor has said, "Music has 
become the amniotic fluid that we 
live in." But being bathed in music 
is not necessarily a good thing. 
Between music's pervasiveness 
and the clatter of the city, there is 
so much to hear that it's difficult to 
actually listen. Let me give you an 
example.
“I know people who will keep the radio 
playing all through a meal and at the 
same time continue talking just loudly 
enough fo r the voices and the music to 
cancel out. This is done with a definite 
purpose. The music prevents the 
conversation from  becoming serious 
or even coherent, while the chatter 
o f voices stops one from  listening 
attentively to the music and thus 
prevents the onset o f that dreaded 
thing, thought." -GeorgeOrwell
That may sound dramatic, but let 
me share an experiment. A few 
years ago I fasted from music. For 
a whole week, I turned off my iPod 
and stereo and tried my best to 
stay away from any public space 
that has music in the background. 
When I returned to music after that 
week, my experience of it was richer 
and deeper. I could literally hear 
textures and subtle musical nuances 
I wasn't aware of before. And while 
I was finally silent, I encountered 
all the voices and thoughts and 
compulsions and fears that all the 
noise had kept me from confronting. 
So, I encourage you to listen to 
music. But if you have the courage 
(and it requires courage) to listen 
to silence, you might begin to hear 
whispers from a Voice speaking us 
into existence. ■
A few weekends ago, I went with 
some friends to Joshua Tree. When 
I stepped out into the desert, I could 
feel a physical change within me— a 
literal opening up. The low roar of 
the city was gone, and a thick silence 
spread over the desert. The Spirit 
was exhaling, and I could finally hear 
myself breathing in. When I returned 
I could hear the engines and tires on 
the freeways, the whir of fluorescent 
lights, the airplanes flying overhead, 
the computers, the ringtones and 
alarms. After leaving the city behind 
for that weekend, I started to realize 
how much of its noise invades our 
lives.
I played a show a recently, and with 
the exception of a handful of people 
in the audience, most people didn't 
seem to notice. The function of 
music in that space was background 
ambience—something to talk over 
and not actually engage. Any artist 
appreciates supportive appreciators, 
but there is deeper issue here: as 
George Orwell recognized over 
sixty years ago, when all this sound
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/  am an artist. Inherently 
selfish? This role, this pas de 
deux, this high C -th is is all 
mine, mine, mine. You can 
look and listen for a moment 
but you cannot have it. If I 
give it up to you then what 
will I have left? Besides, you 
don't understand it. You don't 
treasure it. You simply want 
to have it tantalize you for 
a moment and then you will 
throw it away. You will move on 
to the next tasty, aesthetically 
pleasing movement that suits 
your fancy.
This is life. This art is who I am.
Three years old. The stage was 
my siren. She called. I came.
I crashed against the rocks 
and was shipwrecked. She 
teased me with a bit of what I 
wanted and yet withheld what 
I needed. But I could not leave 
her. She loved me, she hated 
me. She lifted me up and she 
tore me down.
This is insanity. This art is who 
I am.
Ever obedient to the call. I 
gathered my strength. I stood 
on the brink. And I fell.
The call, the call, the call.
I had answered the wrong call.
Not wrong in manifestation.
Wrong in perception.
I was holding on too tightly to 
what could not be held. Trying 
to make finite what was infinite.
Not mine. Yours. Ours.
I am an artist. Instinctually 
surrendered. This role, this pas 
de deux, this high C -  this is all 
ours. You can look, listen, love 
it or leave it. But you cannot 
stop the creation. You cannot 
stop the Creator.
You gathered my weakness and 
gave me your strength. I stood 
on the precipice. And we lept.
This is freedom, breath, and 
joy. This art is what I do. This 
leap is who I am.
The wind blows, wherever it 
pleases. You hear its sound, but 
you cannot tell where it comes 
from or where it is going.
The process...
...the providence & the 
pleasing of artistic striving is 
to let what does not belong to 
you...
...pass through you for a 
moment...
ever searching for...




Now casting for Reginald Rose's classic drama, 
"TWELVE ANGRY JURORS" (originally "Twelve 
Angry Men"). Directed by Suse Sternkopf.
AUDITIONS:
Mon. Nov 2g, 3-5P 
Tues. Nov 30, 7-gp
Casting is totally open, there are no stipulations 
regarding age, sex, or type. If you are interested 
in participating on or offstage, we are looking for 
actors, designers, stage hands, and more.
Two-minute contemporary monologue preferred; 
material will be available at the auditions if you 
choose to do a cold reading. Bring headshot 
and resume if you have them, and please come 
prepared to give a detailed description of your 
schedule from audition date through closing night.
You may arrive at any time but it would be helpful 
to know when to expect you!
TABLE READ (full cast):
Sunday, Dec 5 ,6p (location TBA)
PERFORMANCES:
February 13,18,19, 24 8c 25
Find us on Facebook 
Search: "The Fuller Company" 




T he lights dim, the audience hushes and 
one lonely actor steps out onto the big 
open stage. Don't you just love that first 
moment in theatre? The atmosphere 
is electric, full of expectation and 
anticipation and then the beast sets off! 
The actors dabble in a little chemistry 
experiment. The audience bonds through 
the shared watching experience, and 
most excitingly, the actors and the 
audience enter into a conversation. No 
theatre experience can be replicated. 
Every audience will exude a unique 
dynamic, every set of performers will 
adjust slightly every night, and the 
conversation between the two parties 
will necessarily be different every night, 
because theatre is alive. PULL QUOTE
And let me ask you another question: 
How many of you loved theatre in high 
school? I'm sniffing my intuitive nose in 
the air, and I'd like to guess a fair few of 
you fit into this category. It seems that
(often) there is a shared skill set between 
actors and those entering ministry. 
Controversial? There are reasons why 
some may assume controversy. The 
rocky historic relationship between 
theatre and church is one, the negative 
image of the slippery, deceptive actor 
is another, and a general suspicion 
of all things "performative" is also a 
contributing factor.
But I'd like to suggest that the world of 
theatre has a lotto offer our theologizing, 
and also, that our theologizing has a lot 
to offer our theatrical experiences.
How can God use the performative?
(In worship services, community, story 
telling, and meaning making?) Why is it 
that so many entering the ministry could 
have ended up on the stage? Why is it 
that performing is so addictive to the 
performer? What is it about watching 
other humans pretending to be someone 
they're not that is so enticing?
I'd like to invite you to consider three 
theological concepts: embodiment, 
presence, and community.
The actors embody the characterization. 
They are present in a unique way (just as 
the audience is also present in a unique 
way). And storytelling is explored, 
developed, and appropriated through 
community (the art form necessarily 
involves at least two parties -  performer 
and watcher -  nothing less will do). What 
can theological conversations about 
incarnation, sacramentality, and the body 
of Christ learn from theatrical concepts? 
And likewise, what can theatrical 
communities learn from theological 
conversations? Much, I would venture to 
say. ■
Check out The Fuller 




encounter, and performative 
dynamics in community.
Why is it that so many entering the ministry 
could have ended up on the stage?
thefullercom pany@ gm ail. com
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African American male. They are all negative 
stereotypes, minus Hill Harper, an upright cop 
who supports his wife through infertility.
Murder, rape, incest, drug use and abortion, 
all seem too much for this two-hour movie.
Also, Perry plays more often for soap opera 
than drama, something that lessens the 
weightiness of the material. Should an African j
American woman have directed this film? I i
can't help but wonder what Kasi Lemmons 
(Eve's Bayou) or Gina Prince Bythewood (Love 





I recently saw Tyler Perry's For Colored Girls.
For the last few years, Perry has defied 
Hollywood standards by taking his down 
home faith-themed plays and turning them 
into box office gold. He's made almost a 
movie-a-year and now, of course, he can make 
just about any movie he wants. So, Perry who 
usually dresses up in drag and plays tough- 
talking granny Madea, decided to go serious 
- only he did it with Ntozake Shange'sTony- 
nominated play, For Colored Girls Who Have 
Considered Suicide When the Rainbow is Not 
Enuf, which is kind of like trying to adapt J.D. 
Salinger's Catcher in the Rye. Dangerous.
Why, you ask? Because Shange's original 
1975 production was an unstructured mix of 
poetry, dance and song. Tough adaptation 
material, considering audiences are not
accustomed to movie actors breaking out in 
poetic monologues, proven by the spattering 
of laughs in the theater during moments that 
weren't suppose to be funny.
For Colored Girls follows nine women whose 
lives converge in a common tenement 
building in NewYork.The women of the 
original play tell tales of heartache and abuse 
through gritty, beat-poems filled with the raw 
stories of the Civil Rights era. However, these 
same stories, such as a back-alley abortion, 
don't ring true in 2010. Perhaps Perry should 
have considered doing the movie as a period 
piece.
Kimberly Elise and Loretta Devine give 
standout performances. Elise, as a woman 
whose husband suffers from PTSD, has deep 
secrets oozing from within her soul, while 
some of the other actresses play right on 
the surface. Sadly, Oscar-winner Whoopi 
Goldberg is over-the-top as a cult priestess 
and Janet Jackson, a Miranda Priestly remix. 
Yet, the biggest casualty of the film is the
After the movie, I headed over to a restaurant 
with my group of girlfriends (including 
a psychologist, filmmaker, teacher and 
accountant). As we walked and shared 
about the movie, I looked over at these wise, 
balanced, educated, and mostly married 
beautiful women and thought, "Here are the 
real colored girls." ■
UP
N E IT
Nov 22 The Garth 
IMMIGRANT RIGHTS AND 
IMMIGRATION REFORM
S p e a k e r: D r. Ju a n  M a rtin e z , 10 a
Nov 22 180 N Oakland 
HUMAN SUBJECTS REVIEW 
COMMITTEE MEETING
marta@fuller.edu, i2 - i:3 o p




wookimi @ fuller, edu, 5P
Dec 3 Travis Auditorium 
INDY FILM SCREENING: 
COYOTE COUNTY LOSER 
imdb.com/titie/tt1144541,7p
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This column exists because we believe 
in laughter, and not taking oursevles so 
seriously at seminary. Now on to sacred 
cows and their tipping.
Disclaimer: This column does not reflect the 





N«o îlieologian Enrolls 
in All 5 Schools
The current landscape of Christianity 
survives in a murky state at best. Today, 
the American church resembles the 
marriage record of Zsa Zsa Gabor. Phrases 
like "Emergent," "Missional," “Neo- 
Organic-Evangelical," "Neo-reformed- 
mystic with political tendencies" are 
becoming commonplace. What the 
Christian world is looking for is someone 
to reunite the ever-widening divide 
between liberal and conservative, to bring 
hope and change to the current state of 
affairs found in "Evangelicalism."
New student Clay Stear is already making 
his mark on Fuller's theological landscape 
by enrolling in the schools of Theology, 
Intercultural Studies and Psychology. He 
is a clear leader with a vision to straddle 
the divide. He has been called "The Last 
Reformer" by the Fuller Focus and he 
wears girls jeans in order to "connect" 
with the younger generation. Some liken 
his amount of cross line appeal to 
bulwarks of spirituality like Bono,
Tom Cruise and Richard Gere.
Stear already maintains a following 
on campus through his blog,
ClayDar, and his influential twitter 
account, StearHISrudder. He often 
dominates class lectures with half- 
baked thoughts and stories from 
his "experience" as a youth intern 
that one summer. Professors even 
ask him questions at the break 
in an attempt to keep abreast of 
his unfounded, yet popular, new 
heresies.
Stear reads Rob Bell and John Piper 
simultaneously. When asked how he 
is able to balance the polemical men 
he says,"I like to understand the 
existing frameworks so I can bust —  
one, er... bust out of them."
Fuller, always on the cutting edge, 
is proud to have Clay Stear as 
a student and looks forward to 
his changing of the theological guard. 
Fuller feels Stear will aptly maintain 
their reputation as a school that births 
"revolutionary" thinkers who fail to 
understand their own tradition.
/TS\
As always, we're aware of you.
-- Samuil Cltmtns 4 CVùs 6rain-ft.s








Available Mon-Sat 5-iip. 
Security escorts available 
to walk individuals to and 
from the library, parking 
lots, classrooms, offices, and 
nearby campus housing.
Security escort personnel are 
identifiable by red shirts, 
hats, and jackets that bear 
the Fuller Security logo.
Please call 626.584.5444 to 
request for a security escort 
You may also dial extension 
5444 from any campus 
phone, security@fuller.edu
For toddlers and 
preschoolers. Tues mornings, 
beginning Jan 4 for 10 
weeks at Chang Commons. 
Registration: Nov 23 - Dec 
14 at Residential Community 
Office (250 N. Madison). 






Is your marriage ready for 
ministry? Groups begin winter 
quarter. Two spots left for 
students in the Asian/Asian- 
American group, Tuesdays, 
7-8:3op, meeting for 9 
weeks. Non Asian students 
interested in spring groups, 
enroll now. Cost: $40.




Quality collision repair since 
1982. We work with every 
insurance company. Lifetime 
Warranty! Owned by Fuller 
graduate. 323.258.0565,
1567 Colorado Blvd, Eagle 
Rock.
HELP WANTED
Pasadena entrepreneur needs 
personal assistant. Flexible 
schedule. 5-10 hours/wk.
Need position filled ASAP. 










"If you are a songwriter and your first language 
is English, do yourself a favor: don't try to write a 
song with French lyrics," Fuller student and singer/
songwriter Michael Wright deadpans at a recent 
concert as he adjusts the microphone in front of 
him.
The song in question is “St. Anthony's Fire," whose 
title references the ailment that struck the small 
French town of Pont-Saint-Esprit in the 1950s and 
is the first track off Wright's debut album "Prodigal 
Hope," an album of eight lyrically rich gems as 
earnest and heartfelt as the artist himself. Talk 
to Wright long enough and you are bound to be 
regaled with the latest quote or theological idea he 
has discovered. Most recently it has been sayings 
by D.H Lawrence, Frederick Buechner and the 
German poet Rainer Maria Rilke on the nature of 
art, creativity and spirituality.
"Rilke has a quote: 'All art arises out of necessity/" 
says Wright. "And this album sprang out of a sort 
of a felt need to express certain things that I didn't 
hear in most of the Christian music I was coming in 
contact with."
A native of Nashville, Wright incorporates all the 
musical stylings of his folk and bluegrass roots with 
aplomb: the album features upright bass, fiddle, 
dobro, organ and even a good old-fashioned 
congregational sing-along, all held together 
by Wright's clear baritone vocal. The tracks 
"Communion Hymn" and "The Divine Hours" 
are the lyrical and emotional standouts of the 
album. "Communion Hymn" is a sort of country 
waltz whose jaunty quality is contrasted by a lyric 
that speaks of Christ's ability to enter into our 
deepest pains, while "The Divine Hours" is a simple 
meditation on giving our hopes and fears into the 
hands of God.
Continues Wright: "As I wrote the songs, the 
people I was imagining singing to were the people 
who want to be in church, but don't feel like 
they fit in. I'm really excited that it's done and 
out there... and I hope that the doubters and the 
wayfarers find it."
Prodigal Hope can be purchased at the Fuller 
bookstore, and on ¡Tunes andAmazon.com.
Campus Creatives? 
CREATE. SHARE. PUBLISH.
The Fuller Arts Collective is excited to revive Offerings at this year's ArtsFest coming In the Spring. This 
publication will be a collection of literary work from the Fuller community featuring photos, poems, 
fiction, and creative non-fiction. We will be taking submissions from now until March 1, 2011. The 
submissions will be screened by a group of students and faculty, and a selection of those published will
be invited to read at an event during ArtsFest week.
Submission Guidelines
-Must be faculty/staff or currently enrolled FTS student to submit 
-Prose pieces must be 2,000 words max 
-Submissions must be in 12 pt Arial font
-List your name, school/department, & contact information in top right corner 
-Photo submissions should be highest resolution possible
Send submissions to fullerartscollective@gmail.com, 
or drop them off at the Brehm Center office on campus. Phone: 626.304.3789
COUNTDOWN TO CREATION:
Submission Deadline: 03.01.11
